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Reared in a clan oh so vile, oh so wicked, oh so impious,
with bouts feigned mighty, not drifting from its post, and passions you grasp not whereof.
O lord! striketh me to hell for I am an entity Providence shuns at.
Expounds of mine shall not cease until the bolt of the heavens smites me to my deserved place.

What unprincipled manners! Friend, do honesty you consider her to be the same breed as you? 'Twould merely result in death.
By what virtue shalt you revere such dissolution? Ah, simply put my friend, one is but a vile body coated in a layer of virtue — one isn't simply good by their nature;
She is but a foil of your idle fancies whereof you retain.
It is by this, you know not your nature whereas the other drinks stimulating vice heavenly.

Nothing is discontinuing your splendid path, but rather, this sacrament shall spur thou to climatic heights.
She is an ideal body to repent upon, so hold no regret whereof you achieve.
Vagaries bear thou do; enact upon them the utter destruction of the statues bounding you from satiation,
and yes, she is the sole heir Nature endows upon me which no overlord could yearn to surmount!